3 7% M 


On TOM PDM -,, on Occaſion of his C 
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late DHeAT H, and in Vindication of ſome: 


Perſes Written Ent 


rection. 


LAS! ye Bards the Elegy's you've made, 


If thou wert cha 


Are all in vain, for Pun ſiby's not Dead, 


Happy is he, beneath St. Catherine's Shades, 
Viewing M. Caſhell's Seat, and flow'ry Meads ; 


With daily Raptures, he improves his Vein, 
And Courts the ſporting Mules, once again, 


We ſhou'd dear Tom, have had a loſs of thee, 


nged to a Fruitleſs TREE : 


No more wou'd Comely B- y, thy dear W——e, 


The only Joy, and Comfort of thy Lite, 


| Repeat with thee, her own Domeſtick Strife, 

No more thy Strains, wou'd Charm the unfolding Air, 
No more the School, wot'd they juſt Laws Revear; 
But ſure a School, is far too ſlight a Name, 

For ſuch a Noble, and Majeſtick Frame, | 
Father of Verſe | where all thy State appears, 

And with thee, all thy Sprightly Senators : 

The lofty FABRICK, where great Julius fell, 

. Cou'd nor, thy Cod like, Senate Houle excell, 

But hold! I think ſome Perſons ſay you Cribb, 

Your Verſes Tom ? but I believe they Phibb, 

For ſuch true marks, in thee, our Author ſhine, 

In every Verſe, thou Writ'ſt in every Line, 4 
That Il be Sworn, dear Tom, they're truly thine. 
For who can think that Spencers Sacred Muſe, 
Coud write ſuch Verſes as you my Friend produce, 


} 


Great Addiſon him ſelf, did never yet, 
Surpaſs thee Tom, in Eloquence and Wit ; 

Thy Farce. ſhall down to future times deſcend, 
While Bards, thy Fancy, and thy Verſe commend, 
For in that Piece, there's ſuch Poetick Flame, 
Twoud make the amazed Savages grow team; 
To ſee great Alexanders Sight to fail, 

Alas! and drowned in a Pot of ALE, 

'Tis Strange that Virgil never once did think, 

To Paint a HERO, when he rag'd in Drink? 
But Pun . ſiby to win the ſaught for Bays, 
Has led his Muſe, thro' new unthroden ways. 

It der the Muſes did a Mortal Bleſs, | 

With Poetry? 'tis thee, we all confeſs : 

Tho' thou haſt grown ſo very Wile of late, 

And filbd with Poetry your Learned Pate; 

Yet do I hope, you never will deſpiſe, 
To take from me, a little kind Advice, 
Well to begin, before you do Commence, 
A perfect Wit, learn to VVrite common Senſe. 
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